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For the Youth’s Companion. 
ADVENTURES OF A BIBLE. 
[Written by a young Miss at School.] 


The first distinct recollection I have of myself is, 
that of standing on one of the shelves of a large 
bookstore in the cityof London. I was surrounded 
by a multitude of companions, all possessing a char- 
acter different from mine. It was mine to tell man- 
kind of a God, but it was their’s to say there was 
none. It was mine to tell them they were sinners, 
and it was their’s to say they were not. It was mine 
toshew them a heaven, but it was their’s to say 
there was no such place. It was mine to tell them 
ofa hell, but it was their’s to say this was false. It 
was mine to point out to them the path to everlasting 
felicity, the way to shun eternal woe, but it was 
theis’s to show the road to hell, the way to lose this 
heaven. It was mine to tell them their souls were 
immortal, but it was their’s to say the soul would 
cease to exist with the body. They seemed a most 
abandoned, vicious collection. I knew their words 
were false, but that mine were true, because they 
were the words of One who could not lie. I won- 
dered why I was placed among a group so unlike 
myself, I had stood in the same spotentirely neglect- 
edso long, while my companions were constantly ex- 
hibited to people who called, that I was quite dis- 
contented, being anxious to be placed where I could 
beuseful. My companions might be useful in some 
respects, but it was ry office to save the souls of 
nen, Standing in this forlorn condition, I saw a 
geitleman of a more sedate and thoughtful appear- 
ance than most who called here, enter the room. 
The moment I saw him, a gleam of hope passed 
though me. He was taking a cursory view of my 
companions, and looking up, perceived me standing 
wlitary and alone. He requested the bookseller to 
uke me down. Upon complying with his request, 
hesaid he bought me by mistake, and as I was 
rther unpopular, he seldom offered me for sale. 
The gentleman, pleased with my external appear- 
ace, without becoming much acquainted with me, 
concluded to take me home with him. Immediately 
aller we arrived, he began to consult me. He soon 
became quite interested in what I told him, though 
many things were dark and mysterious, and contra- 
ty to the natural propensities of his heart. But his 
own experience convinced him thatI wastrue. When 
Ipainted his character in the most alarming colors, 
ud pointed out the ruin that would soon overtake 
him, and above all, the way of escape, he determin- 
tdto forsake his sins, and seek pardon and forgive- 
tess. This resolution he did not forsake, but found 
acceptance with the Being against whom he had so 
heinously sinned. From this time, he regarded me 
athe dearest friend on earth, & said repeatedly he 
would not part with me for worlds beside. He 
thought a kind* Providence had placed me in the 
thop where he found me, purposely for him. My 
good friend was soon brought upon a sick bed. He 
€pt me constantly by his side, and would not part 
vthme fora moment. I was his only comfort dur- 
ug his sickness, and his solace till death. 

I now began to be quite anxious respecting my 
Uture lot, and soon found myself in the possession 
ofmy friend’s only daughter. She was young and 
"ery gay. She consulted me occasionally after her 
her's death, but soon forsook me entirely, declar- 
ng she could derive no pleasure or comfort from 
ny society, that I was tedious and uninteresting, a 

then and torment. The obvious reason‘ why 
considered me such an undesirable companion, 
» that as often as she consulted me, her con- 





































































my advice, she must renounce her darling pleasures. 
The thought of this was so extremely painful, that 
she banished me from her sight, determined to have 
nothing more to do with me. * 

It happened, after some monthg had elapsed, that 
some friends of the family came. totvisit them frum 
adistan-e. Among them was & little boy, with 
whose first appearance I was so well pleased, that 
I hoped by some means or other to fall into his 
possession. He was looking over the library one 
day, trying to find something useful and interesting 
to read. Hehad become almost wearied with the 
search, when happening to cast his eye up in one 
obscure corner, he espied me, and hastily grasped 
me, saying I was just the one he wanted. He said 
he left a good friend like myself at home, and was 
very happy to find one of the same kind here. He 
sat down with me, and we spent several hours to- 
gether every day, for some weeks. He was then 
very anxious that a cousin of his in America should 
be favored with the same kind friend. The young 
lady requested him to send me, saying she had done 
with me, and would be very glad to have me out of 
the way. My little friend endeavored to persuade 
her to keep me, asserting that if she was only dis- 
posed, she would find my society very pleasant and 
useful. But all in vain. He accordingly put me 
on board the first ship bound to America, where 
after a long and tedious voyage, I at length arrived. 
I brought a letter of introduction to the young man 
from my little friend, expressing great anxiety that 
I should be carefully studied, and prove a lasting 
benefit. Feelings of indignation infamed his breast 
the moment he saw me, for he had heard of me be- 
fore. Regard to his little cousin, however, induced 
him to consult me occasionally. But I was often the 
sport and jest of himself and companions in iniquity. 
Such words as they spoke of me and my Author, I 
dare not repeat. I told them I was from Gud, and 
had a message to deliver them, even the way to eter- 
nal life. This only served to heighten their re- 
sentment, and they threatened to commit me tothe 
flames. But that faithful monitor within would not 
permit. The young man continued his blasphemies 
of me, till brought upon his dying bed. He was 
overpowered with the enormity of his guilt. He at- 
tempted to consult me, but al! seemed to aggravate 
his terror. He felt now that my words were truth. 
He would have given worlds, had he listened to my 
dictates. His mother felt greatly afflicted after 
his death, and resorted to me for consolation. 
She found in me all she wished, and from this time, 
daily resorted to me for advice and comfort. She 
lent me to a friend of hers, hoping I should prove 
the same rich supply for all her warits. The lady 
was advanced in sin as well as in age, though not 
wholly destitute of sensibility or serious thoughts. 
I was resolved to be faithful to her soul, and she 
soon became convinced of the truth of what I told 
her. I was now quite encouraged, and determined 
not to leave her, till she had become my friend. She 
continued in this state for some time,’ would sit and 
converse with me for hours together. She some- 
times felt that she had grown so old in sin, that I 
could do her no good. I said to her, Strive hard. 
Seek, and ye shall find. Is this true, thought she. 
I will seek ; peradventure I may find. J} bade her 
persevere and not be weary. She followed my ad- 
vice, till she experienced the truth of my promise. 
She then bitterly lamented her past life, and de- 
clared she would not forsake me till death, and was 
enabled to keep her resolution. But after her death, 
I was hid in one corner of an old garret, where I 





have been ever since, and am likely to remain here 
for years to come. . 
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From Blackwood’s Magazine. 
THE IDIOT BOY. 

A poor widow, in a small town in the north of 
England, kept a booth or stall of apples and sweet- 
meats. She had an idiot child, so utterly helpless 
and dependent, that he did pot appear to be ever 
alive to anger or self-defence. 

He sat all day at her feet, and seemed to be pos- 
sessed of no other sentiment of the human kind than 
confidence in his mother’s love and a dread of the 
schoolboys, by whom he was often annoyed. His 
whole occupation, as he sat on the ground, was in 
swinging backwards and forwards, singing ‘‘pal lal”’ 
in a low pathetic voice, only interrupted at intervals 
on the appearance of any of his tormentors, when 
he clung to his mother in alarm. 

From morning to evening he sung his plaintive 
and aimless ditty ; at night, when his poor mother 
gathered up her little wares to return home, so de- 
plorable ‘did his defects appear, that while she car- 
ried the table on her head, her little stock of mer- 
chandize in her lap, and her stool in one hand, she 
was obliged to lead him by the other. Ever and 
anon as any of the schoolboys appeared in view, the 
harmless thing clung close to her, and hid his face 
in her bosom for protection. 

A human creature so far below the standard of 
humanity was no where ever seen; he had not even 
the shallow cunning which is often found among 
these unfinished beings: and his simplicity could 
not even be measured by the standard we would ap- 
ply to the capacity of alamb. Yet it had a feeling 
rarely manifested even in the affectionate dog, and 
a knowledge never shown by any mere animal, 

He was sensible of his mother’s kindness, and 
how much he owed to her care. At night when 
she spread his humble pallet, though he knew not 
prayer, nor could comprehend the solemnities of 
worship, he prostrated himself at her feet, and as he 
kissed them, mumbled a kind of mental orison, as if 
in fond and holy devotion. In the morning, before 
she went abroad to resume her station in the market 
place, he peeped anxiously out to reconnoitre the 
street, and as often as he saw any of the schoolboys 
in the way, he held her firmly back, and sang his 
sorrowful ‘pal lal.” 

One day the poor woman and her idiot boy were 
missed from the market-place, and the charity of 
some of the neighbors induced them to visit her 
hovel. They found her dead on her sorry couch, 
and the boy sitting beside her, holding her hand, 
swinging and singing his lay more sorrowfully than 
he had ever done before. He could not speak, but 
only utter a brutish gabble; sometimes, however, 
he looked as if he comprehended something of what 
was said. On this occasion, when the neighbors 
spoke to him, he looked up with the tear in his eye, 
and clasping the cold hand more tenderly, sung the 
strain of his mournful “ pal lal” into a softer and 
sadder key. 

The spectators, deeply affected, raised him from 
the body, and he surrendered his hold of the earthly 
hand without resistance, retiring in silence to ar 
obscure corner of the room. One of them, looking 
towards the others, said to them, ‘‘ Poor wretch! 
what shall we do with him?” At that moment he 
resumed his chaunt, and lifting two handsfull of dust 
from the floor, sprinkled it on his head, and sang 
with a wild and heart piercing pathos, ‘pal lal, 
pal Jal.” 


[Why is it, that the reader of this story is not like the poor 
Idiot Boy? Because God has given him reason, and kind pa- 
rents and friends. Let him therefore be thankful to God for hie 
a, A 


hed: 





g and respectful to his parents—and when he 
sees a poor Idiot, Jet him try to comfort him & relieve his wants.) 
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From the Juvenile Miscellany. 
THE SABBATH DAY. 

Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy. Gen. II. 3. 

This command must be very familiar to you, my 
dear young friends ; and most, if not all of you, can 
turn to that part of the sacred writings where its 
words are recorded. 

You are taught from your infancy to know and 
make a distinction between the employments of this 
day, and those of the remaining week. You go to 
church with your parents and friends ;—you iay 
aside your work ; your bouks of study ; your general 
amusements ;—but allow me.to ask whether you 
have ever seriously considered why you do this; 
why do you rest from these duties, and these pleas- 
ures on the Christian Sabbath, and assemble in your 
Sabbath schools and your churches for other occu- 
pations, and more serious thoughts? 

It is well, as we walk through the paths of life, 
now and then to pause and learn by what rules we 
are guided and governed. 

The Sabbath in its first institution, was made for 
rest ;—rest for man and beast from bodily toil, and 
by consulting the passages which precede and fol- 
low the words of our text, you learn, that it was to 
be observed every seventh cay in memory of the 
creation of the world. Through the wickedness of 
mankind, this blessed institution was for very many 
years neglected and forgotten: but its commands 
were renewed on Mount Sinai; and we'tind the 
Israelites in the wilderness, acknowledging its Di- 
vine origin by the most rigid observance of its ap- 
pointments. 

But it is not now my purpose to speak at length 
of the Sabbath, as instituted for, or observed by, 
that ancient people. We, my youthful friends, are 
more nearly concerned with the history of that day 
set apart by Christians as their period of rest, and 
time of public religious worship : that day when we 
are permitted to give more particular heed to the 
concerns of our immortal souls ; to receiving public 
instruciion, & offering to God, our Heavenly Friend, 
united prayer and praise. 

As Christians, we keep holy the Sabbath in re- 
membrance of the resurrection of Jesus Christ, 
whom God sent into the world, to teach us a bet- 
ter religion than that dispensed to the Israelites by 
Moses. It was also on this “first day of the 
week,” that the promised gift of the Holy Spirit, 
the Comforter, which was to come unto them, was 
imparted to the early disciples, who were assembled 
at Jerusalem on the “‘ first day of the week.” 

The early Christians consecrated the day to 
prayer, exhortation, and mutual efforts after that 
knowledge ‘which maketh wise unto salvation ;’ 
and we should imitate their example and strive to 
perfect ourselves more and more in all that is ex- 
cellent. 

You will perhaps tell me that you are children 
yet; that you go tochurch, it is true, but that you 
cannot be expected to take a part in the services 
performed there; that you will do this when you 
are grown to men’s and women’s estate; and that 
as for attending to the sermon, it is not addressed 
to you. But before you further urge such pleas, let 
me tell you, that though you are young, you are 
not uninstructed: you have a power of thought and 
of attention; and when you read an entertaining 
book, or listen to an interesting narrative, you find 
no difficulty in understanding the one, or remem- 
bering the other. You know that you possess 
thinking, active minds, and you should know that 
your powers, by determined effort, can be directed 
to any subject, and aided bya will to improve, may 
be benefitted; yes, very much benefitted, by ser- 
mors at church, even though they may be directed 
to matarer minds than yours. Never forget this; 
that something may be attained every Sabbath, if 
you are rightly disposed ; and since a good God has 
given you the gift of a rational, immortal soul, 
be careful to use it well, so shall a great reward be 
yours. 


You may think, perhaps, that as the sermon is 





not a part of the wership at church, you are excu- 
sed from attending much to it. Let me tell you 
again that you err. The time, the interest, the 
whole life of your minister is given to the promo- 
tion of your spiritual good: he studies; he writes ; 
he preaches, that he may benefit you, and that in 
the highest sense; for he would aid in making you 
‘‘ wise uuto salvation.” Listen to him attentively, 
and seriously, and if now, as children, you cannot 
understand all he says, you will, by a habit of at- 
tention, be able every week, to comprehend more 
and more, and to be more and more benefitted by 
his lessons. 

Again, though young, you can join in the more 
solemn services of the sanctuary,--prayer and praise: 
you can pray in your hearts :—and oh, beheve me, 
a calm and holy happiness will follow, whenever 
your thoughts are given to this exercise. 

You can aid yet farther in the public services, by 
uniting with those who sing hymns of praise ; or if 
you can neither sing, nor are zifted with the power 
of learning, you can give your feeling to the service; 
and think if your heart is sincere. God can see and 
know all that you think and feel, and thereby will 
he accept you. 

Children, let the Christian Sabbath be a day of 
holiness, peace, and love. Do not misapprehend 
me; I would not have this blessed day changed 
into a period of dulness and weariness. I would 
have you enjoy it,—enjoy it in its best manner. I 
would witness a face radiant with happiness, every 
Sabbath day, from every one of you. It was meant 
to be a happy day, and it should be one: but be 
careful and net mistake the right way of attaining 
this happiness. Learn to love and interest your- 
selves in its occupations for sacred hours, and 
your own peaceful minds will witness that you 
‘“‘have chosen that good part which cannot be ta- 
ken from you.” 

I have been particularly led to these brief re- 
marks, by noticing how many there are at church 
whose minds and eyes are wandering, and if not va- 
cant, not disposed to suitable attention there. I 
have felt that these errors might be corrected ;— 
that they would be,—could you be made sensible 
how much you lose by such faulty inattention. Re- 
member that you do not go to church as a mere cer- 
emony: but you go there to serve God; there to 
learn how you may better serve your Almighty Ben- 
efactor and Friend; and when you return home, it 
is there to do good by your example, by your good- 
ness, by your right disposal of your remaining holy 
hours. 

Children, listen to the voice of a friend ; listen to 
the teachings of the Bible.-—‘‘ Remember the Sab- 
bath day to keep it holy ;” so shall your conscience 
be eased of offence here, and you be fitted for a 
higher and better state of happiness hereafter. D. 
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JUVENILE DEPRAVITY. 

New York Court of Sessions.—Saturday being 
the day appointed for the prisoners to receive sen- 
tence, the Sessions room was unusually crowded. 
The scene was very impressive. The youthful ap- 
pearance of James Allen, excited more than ordi- 
nary interest. The Recorder stated that the Court 
had received the following letter from him: 

To the Hfontrable Richard Riker:—I have been 
tried by a Jury of my country and found guilty of 
Burglary, a crime that I must acknowledge I am 
guilty of—though let me tell your Honors in the 
language of Solomon, I did not know before my 
trial the meaning of the term that is Burglary— 
for I have been told by many that were older than 
myself that there was no such crime—But I now 
see that I have been wrongly misled in that as well 
in other things. Allow me to tell your honors I 
have been led astray by older ones than myself and 
I am sorry to say it—But by old counsels or those 
that have been tried and found guilty of numerous 
crimes. My being a young boy, they thought I 
could be easily led away and bea good one to enter 


houses through the windows which I did in the case | 


that I stand convicted. Mr. Centoo came to my 
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mother’s house, the evening the robbery was com. 
mitted and insisted of my going with him and Oth- 
ers—They told me so many fine stories that J con. 
sented to go with them—I am a young boy of no 
trade and but little education and if I must be pup. 
ished I pray your Honors to sentence me to the 
House of Refuge, where I hope ere long to become 
a good citizen—My age is between 13 and 14 years 
—I therefore close with an assurance that your hon- 
ors will Jend a listening ear to my prayers and make 
my sentence as low as the law will admit. 
New-York, Nov. 13, 1829. JaMEs ALLEN. 


The’ judge observed that the law was peremptory 
allowing the Court, in cases of burglary, no discre. 
tion. It was their duty to adjudge Jobu Gray alias 
Centoo, James Allen, and William Small, to be im. 
prisoned in the State Prison at Sing Sing, at hard 
labor, during the term of their natural lives. The 
case of Allen isa melancholy and affecting instance 
of the corrupting influence of evil associates. We 
are informed by Mr. Hays, an excellent judge of 
character, that he has no equal, within his knowl. 
edge, of his years, in the city. He is remarkably 
shrewd and sagacious, and on Friday challenged 
some of the jurors as they came to the book to be 
sworn, because he noticed in their faces something 
which he thought unfavorable to himself. The his 
tory of the whole family is but a record of wicked. 
ness and crime. His father is now in the State 
Prison, his mother is sentenced to the Penitentiary 
for six years, and his brother, Thomas Ailen, was 
saved from the same fate only by being allowed to 
become State’s evidence. [New-York paper. 


[Truly, ‘the way of transgressors is hard.” Let Children, 
therefore, beware of the ‘* beginnings of evil.”’} 
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THE NURSERY. 








A Little Book may do a great deal of Good. 

There is more truth in this than my little read- 
er would think, at first sight. A little money may 
be of some use to buy food and clothing, but it 
will soon be gone, and we must have more, or 
starve. Alittle coat, or frock, may serve very well 
to keep you warm and comfortable, till you grow 
so large that it will not fit you; but that time will 
soon come, and, very likely, even before that time, 
it may wear out. It is Just so with every thing 
that is meant for the good of our bodies only. But 
a book serves to feed the mind. The food of the 
mind is knowledge—the knowledge of whatever 
concerns ourselves, or our duty to God and to one 
another. All good books are made to give us some 
part or other of this knowledge. Now when we 
feed the body, you know, we soon become hungry 
again, and are as much in want of food as ever. 
But it is not so with the mind. What is once 
well learned, belongs to us for ever. We know 
it, and will never need to be taught that thing 
again. But, perhaps, you are ready to ask me, 
‘What does all this show? How does this teach 
us the use of a little book ?’—Why, if knowledge 
is of such great value, whatever helps us to it, 
must be worth a great deal to us. A few words 
may give us a great deal of knowledge. One 
chapter of God’s Holy Word, has in it more true 
knowledge, than all the books that men ever wrote. 
Now, if a book tells you about what God teaches 
us in his Word, and makes it plain to you, and 
helps you to understand it, and apply it to your 
own good, that book will be of great use to you, 
however little it may be. 

Something of this kind, I dare to say, was in the 
mind of a little girl, whom I heard the other day 
saying to her younger brother : “Oh! James! hew 
can you tear your good book? Don’t you know 
it’s wicked to tear your book?” “ Wicked! 


|said the boy, ‘why, it’s only this Jittle bok: 


what harm can there be in tearing such a little 
book 1”’—That ‘little book’ might have taught him 
to be a better boy, and set more store by what ha 
been given him to do him good, if he had read tt 
instead of tearing it to pieces; for it was the His 
tory of Little John & his Nosegay of Honeysuckles 

Perhaps some foolish boy or girl, who loves 


tear a book better than to read it, except jes 
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when it is new, may see this. Let him or her take 
notice of a story which [ will tell them, to show 
how much good a little book may do, when it is in 
the hands of one who is willing to profit by it. 

There was in England, ten years ago, a family 
so poor as to be obliged to apply to a Society for 
help. The mother of the family, when she was 
telling the Managers of the society about their mis- 
ery, said, that in all their distresses, she and her 
husband had “ one comfort.” Of course, the man- 
agers asked her, what that was? She said, ‘‘ We 
have a little boy, only nine years old, and there is 
such a change in him!” They asked her, what 
made the change? She answered, “ ‘That one of 
her little girls went to help a poor woman to clean 
a butcher’s shop; and that woman had no money, 
but gave her a little book, and it had made such 
achange with the boy!”—Now this family had 
not been brought up in the fear of God; and the 
father and mother had never t#ught their children 
to pray. The little book that the boy got, was the 
history of a negro slave, who had learned to read 
the Bible, and to love our Saviour, and to pray to 
him for the pardon of his sins. The boy read 
this, and said, how good it was to fear God, and 
love him, and pray to him. He could not be sat- 
isfied, till he had learned to pray as the slave did. 
His mother tried to teach him, and prayed with 
him, telling him that God himself would teach him 
still better than she could, what to pray for, and 
how to pray.—All this his mother told the mana- 

ers of the society. 

One of the gentlemen was so much pleased with 
the history, that he sent for the litle boy to come 
to him. When the boy came, he gave him a 
book, but first asked him several questions. He 
asked the boy if he ever prayed? ‘Yes, sir,” 
he answered, with great modesty. ‘‘ What do 
you pray for?’ was the next question, The boy 
said, ‘“‘ For God’s holy Spirit, and for the pardon 
of my'sins.” ‘‘ You are very young, have you ever 
sinned?” asked the gentleman. ‘‘ Qh, yes, sir!” 
said the boy, shaking his head, with much serious- 
ness. Among other questions, the gentleman ask- 
ed him, “‘ How he thought God would forgive 
him?’ He said, ‘‘ Because Christ died for sin- 
ners.” The next question was, ‘‘ Whether he 
could tell what made the black man happy?” 
“Yes, sir,” he said, “he was carried far from 
home to hear of his Saviour’s love.”—All this, my 
young reader, that boy had learned from the single 
little book that God, in his goodness, had put into 
the heart of the woman to give his sister. He had 
been sadly neglected, and knew nothing of what 
was needful to save his soul. Yet, as soon as he 
had any opportunity, he made the best use he could 
of God’s blessing; and see what was the conse- 
quence! He was happy himself, and the comfort 
of his parents, and got the love of all who knew 
him.—The gentleman who questioned him, got 
his parents to put him to a Sunday School; and 
you may be sure he did not neglect the chance of 
becoming ‘wise unto salvation.” No doubt, he 
read diligently God’s Holy Word, and learned to 
use, with his heart, as well as with his lips, the 
excellent prayers for blessings of every kind, that 
are in our Book of Common Prayer. E. 











THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 


From the Christian Advocate. 
‘A SABBATH SCHOOL SCENE. 


One pleasant Sunday afternoon, in the month of 
August, a teacher in Sunday school No. J, in the 
city of New York, gathered the scholars around him, 
to tell them about something that had happened the 
week before. It was the death ofa little girl who 
had belonged to a Sunday school in this city fora 
long time. He stated that on the Sabbath when 
she was lying dead at her home, the superintendant 
carried her school mates there that they might once 
more see their little friend before she should be laid 
in the narrow house. Some of them were a good 
deal affected by the sight. 

This story seemed to interest the scholars con- 
siderably ; but they little thought that they would 








so soon be called themselves to'take part in the same 
thing which they had been hearing about, with one 
of their own school mates. Such, however, was the 
case. In about an hour’s time a note was received 
from Mrs. Titus, stating that her son, Joseph Va- 
rick Titus, who belonged to our school, had died 
that morning, and inviting the teachers and scholars 
to attend his funeral in the afiernoon. 
went down when the school was dismissed to take 
their farewell look of him as he lay in his coffin, 
and before he should be carried to the silent tomb. 
It was an interesting scene, and we trust that 
such a visible evidence of death in one of their own 
fellow scholars will not be without some good effect 
upon them. 

Joseph V. Titus was nearly ten years old at his 
death, On Friday morning he was taken ill of a 
fever, which continued to increase upon him until 
Sunday morning, when he died, and his spirit re- 
turned unto God who’ gave it. His disorder was so 
violent as almost to prevent his speaking; and, in- 
deed, the last day of his life he was in an agony of 
pain, so that although a tender and delicate child, 
his convulsions were so strong that it was impossible 
for one person to hold him. This prevented his 
leaving much evidence of the frame of his mind 
while in view of death. Once, however, he ex- 
pressed a wish to see his teacher. He had been a 
member of the school for a number of years, and 
lately had seemed to pay a good deal of attention to 
religious instruction, so that his teacher was very 
well pleased with him, and seemed to hope that his 
mind was preparing to receive religion. A week 
or two before his death, the Tract called Quench 
not the Spirit, was read in our school, and his mo- 
ther relates that he gave a very full account of it to 
her on returning home, and seemed to be much in- 
terested in it. He was a very active and playful 
child, and yet he would sometimes weep over the 
interesting little histories that were read to him, or 
at the instructions of his teachers. These things 
lead us to hope, that though little Joseph has quit- 
ted this world, it is only togo tu a better ; for God, 
who once said, “ Suffer little children to come un- 
tome,” is not an unkind being, and he promises 
great mercy to such as try 4o-serve him. And per- 
haps even while the school mates of Joseph were 
standing around his coffin, and touching his pale, 
cold, motionless cheek, his spirit was happier than 
ever it had been while he was living here upon 
earth. E. R. Winey. 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 
THE SOLDIER’S ORPHAN, OR HISTORY OF MARIA 
WEST. Portland :—Shirley & Hyde, 1828. 

We should think that parent very unwise, if not 
very wicked, who should send his son, at seven 
years of age, to live witha pirate or a highwayman; 
although his object might be to produce in his mind 
an aversion to their wickedness. ‘The poor boy 
might shudder, at first, at the enormities which they 
committed, but in the end, he would rob and mur- 
der without.fear or compassion. We should also 
think it very strange and wicked in a mother who 
should send her daughter to live with an abandoned 
woman, that she might become acquainted with the 
ways of the world—the arts of seduction, and with 
the seducer himself; although her object might be 
that she might learn how to-resist them. Cuna 
man take fire into his bosom and not be burned? 
And can children go into the company of the most 
abandoned and not be destroyed ? 

If itis pernicious to associate with robbers and 
seducers, it is also pernicious to read their histories. 
Those who introduce into Sabbath School books, 
minute and protracted accounts of the various and 
wicked arts of the seducer, and the destruction of 
his victim, seem to think ‘that they make ample 
amends, if they punish him by visiting him with the 
stings of a guilty conscience, or perhaps, make him 
take away his own life. But the remedy comes too 
late. The mind has been poisoned by its inter- 





course with accomplished wickedness, and though 
deserved justice overtakes the wretch, yet it does 





So they all | 





not heal the wound. The mind often returns and 
dwells upon the scene. It clothesthe wretch with 
all the fascinations and accomplishments which can 
be imagined, in order to palliate the guilt of the vic- 
tim; and in the beauty and innocence of the sedu- 
ced it finds an excuse for the seducer. But these 
writers plead the authority of the Bible. The Bible 
records instances of great wickedness. ‘T'rue, it 
does, but it is done in a word.—It is a short simple 
statement of facts. The circumstances attending 
the fall of our first parents are recorded in a very 
few words. ‘The account of its consequences ex- 
tend through the Bible. Mark the difference. The 
novelist fills his whole book in narrating the circum- 
stdnces attending the destruction of innocence, and 
punishes the destroyer on the last page. All that is 
necessary to be known concerning the fall of Da- 
vid is recorded in three verses. A writer of a relig- 
ious novel employs a volume in recording a similar 
event. The Bible records plain unvarnished facts, 
with regard to the actions of wicked men; but with 
these authors, all the temptations must be brought 
into view and rendered so irresistible, as almost to 
take away the enormity of the crime. So irresisti- 
ble that the reader almost wishes to be in similar 
circumstances that he might have an excuse for sin. 
O, what would be the moral influence of the Bible, 
if its narratives were remodeled to suit the taste of 
some of our writers of Sabbath School books. 

We have been led to make these remarks by pe- 
rusing the book whose title stands at the head of 
this. article. Wewill only advert to what we deem 
objectionable. It is a detailed account of the arts 
of seduction. The seducers name is Mr. Betts- 
worth.—Messrs. Editors, we were going to quote 
from various places in this book, in which an ac- 
count is given of Mr. Bettsworth’s attacks upon a 
virtuous girl—his snccess in destroving a ‘‘ poor 
young Lady,” who had been religiously brought up 
—his having recourse to “‘ female agency to lure the 
unsuspecting game into the fatal snare,” but we 
never saw any such language in the ‘ Youth’s 
Companion,” and we will forbear. 

We noticed a conversation between Maria and 
one of Mr. Bettsworth’s victims who was drawing 
near the grave. Maria was a pious girl and had 
been conversing with the young Lady on the sub- 
ject of religion. The Lady observed “I already 
feel a pleasing something in my heart, a ray, a 
glimmering of hope I never before experienced.” 
**Oh! then,” said Maria, “for the glory of God, 
encourage that hope, Christ who opened the eyes 
of the blind, and raised the dead, will open the 
eyes of your understanding ; he will raise the prin- 
ciples of virtue which lie dead in your breast, and 
revive the hope of salvation in your despairing bo- 
som.” What the author means by dead principles 
of virtue, we cannot tell. If he means that we 
possess natural goodaess or holiness—the senti- 
ment is far from being orthodox. 

We would call the attention of superintendants 
and teachers to this boak—Read it for yourselves. 
We do this, because the book may be found in 
some Sabbath School Libraries, but not at the Sab- 
bath School Depository. ‘This fact ought to have 
some weight with those who select books for Sab- 
bath School Libraries. If the Depository is what 
it should be, it will contain the most unexeeptionable 
Sabbath School books; and the fact that a book is 
not to be found there should lead purchasers to in- 
quire the reason. It is known that the Mass. Sab- 
bath School Union have published but few books 
themselves, but if they accomplish the end design- 
ed, they will supply themselves with the most suita- 
ble books which are published by others. 

P.S. This book is sent forth as a companion 
of another, entitled ‘Susan Gray,” which is of 
the same character, only, somewhat more excep- 
tionable. We have read them both and think they 
are suitable companions, and we hope they will be 
banished, together, from all Sabbath Schoo} Libra- 
ries, and go together into perpetual exile. We 
heard a Sabbath School girl say, the other evening, 
‘* Tt seems to me that all the Sabbath School books 
I read, lately, tell of the men’s attempting to carry 
off the girls.” ‘This is.a sad comment upon Sab- 
Reviewer. 


bath School books. 
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MEMOIR OF MRS. GRAHAM, 
[Editorial Abridgment.] 

The following is an article of Female biography, 
intended more especially for our Female readers. 
All the memoirs we have published in this way for 
several weeks, have given account of Men. But 
there have been many Women also, who were emi- 
nent for piety, and who were very useful in the 
world. And we wish to have good examples placed 
before young people of every class. 

Mrs. Isabella Graham was born and educatedsin 
Scotland ; but she came over to this\country twice, 
and spent a great portion of her life in the city of 
New York. ‘There she died on the 27th of July, 
1814, aged 72, ‘coming in like a shock of corn 
fully ripe.” 

This lady saw many changes during her pilgrim- 
age; and as they illustrate her character, and also 
show the faithfulness and mercy of God towards her, 
we will briefly recount them. Her parents’ name 
was Marshall, and they were pious people, who 
cared for the souls of their children. Under their 
instruction, and that of a pious school-mistress, Isa- 
bella became.a child of God in her early days. ‘* She 
had no distinct recollection of the period, at which 
her heart first tasted that the Lord was gracious. 
As long as she could remember, she took delight in 
pouring out her soul to her God. In the woods she 
selected a bush, to which she resorted in seasons of 
devotion ; under this bush she was enabled to de- 
vote herself to God, through faith in her Redeemer, 
before she attained to her tenth year. To this fa- 
vorite and sacred spot she would repair,when expos- 
ed to temptation or oppressed with childish troubles. 
From thence she caused her prayers to ascend, and 
always found peace and consolation.”” Whata love- 
Jy example to all children, and what an encourage- 
ment to seek the Lord early, while he may be found. 
At the age of seventeen, she was admitted to com- 
munion by the Rev. Dr. Witherspoon, then one of 
the ministers of Paisley, afterwards President of 
Princeton College in America. 

At the age of 23 she was married to Dr. John 
Graham, who was then in practice at Paisley ; but 
who went in about a year as surgeon of a regiment 
to Canada. They resided several months at Mon- 
treal, and then were in garrison four years at Fort 
Niagara, on,.Lake Ontario. When war commenced 
between Britain and America, this regiment was 
ordered to the island of Antigua. Thither the af- 
fectionate Mrs. G. followed her husband ; and there 
she remained several years in a land of strangers, 
but happy in the society of this beloved friend, and 
in communion with God. But in November, 1774, 
her husband was removed from her into the land of 
silence, after only five days’ sickness ; and she was 
left, far from her kindred and home, with little prop- 
erty, and three little daughters around her, the eld- 
est of whom was not over five years old. How 
thankful should our little readers be, if they have 
not been bereaved of their father in such a trying 
situation. Yet how thankful should they be, if 
when their father has forsaken them they have had 
a mother like Mrs. G.; a mother who could pray for 





_ her delpless orphans,—a widow who could trust in 


God. She bowed with humble submission to the 
will of her heavenly Father, resolved to be a widow 
indeed while she lived, and devoted herself renew- 
edly to the service and glory of God. 

After the death of her husband, her only son was 
born, whom she named John. As soon as she was 


, able, Mrs. G. embarked for Ireland, on her way 


=~ 


home to Scotland; and after a stormy voyage, ar- 
rived in safety. But on the short passage from one 


of those countries to'the other, a great stortn arose, 


} and the vessel struck in the night upon a rock. 


Se 


» ing, and all were in despair. 


“The greatest confusion pervaded the passengers 
and crew. - - - Some were swearing, some pray- 
The widow only re- 
, mained composed. With her babe in her arms, she 
) hushed her weeping family; and told them that 


» in a few minutes they should all go to join their 


» father in a better world,” See what faith and the 





love of God can do, in a time of awful extremity.— 
God preserved them all, however, and they 
were brought safe on shore. In a few days she 
entered her father’s dwelling; ‘‘ not the large an- 
cient mansion in which she had left him, but a 
thatched cottage,” for her father had become poor 
and supported himself by labor. In a short time 
after his health failed, and Mrs. G. had him added 
like another child to those who depended on her 
for support. She ‘‘ requited him” for his early 
kindness to herself, and maintained and cherished 
him while he lived. A few religious friends called 
toswelcome her home; the gay and wealthy part 
of her former acquaintances - - - found nut their 
way to the lonely cottage of an afflicted widow.” 
No matter: if they had come, they would have 
been “ miserable comforters.” ‘The widow needed 
not their empty mirth. In the sympathy and 
counsel of the saints, and iqcgommunion with God, 
she had ‘‘ meat to eat that AS knew not of.” 

It is written, ‘‘ The Lord will provide.” Mrs. 
G. trusted in this promise in her loneliness and 
poverty, and the Lord provided for her and her de- 
pendent family. ‘‘ At Paisley, for a season, her 
breakfast and supper was porridge, and her dinner 
potatoes and salt.” She fared thus because she 
preferred ‘‘ to eat her own bread, however coarse, 
and to owe no person any thing but love.” Thus 
she was prepared by her own sufferings to pity and 
relieve the poor and the fatherless, at another pe- 
riod of her life when she had the power. By 
teaching a small school at Paisley, she obtained a 
living, and was very useful and highly esteemed. 
God raised her up friends ; and after a few years, 
brought her into a larger sphere of usefulness in 
Edinburgh. She commenced a school there in 
1780, and continued it till she removed to New- 
York in 1789. She was honored with the friend- 
ship and counsel of many persons of distinction & 
piety in Scotland ; and many years after there were 
many persons, who dated their first religious im- 
pressions from her early instructions in her semi- 
nary. Many in that country, as afterwards in 
America, “‘ rose up and called her blessed.” 

[Remainder next week.] 
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MIND YOUR STOPS. 


An article illustrating the necessity of care in 
punctuation, and composed with considerable in- 
genuity, has attracted our attention in the miscel- 
laneous department of a western paper. It is prob- 
ably very old; but never having seen it before our- 
selves, we presume it may be new to some of our 
readers also. The books of law might furnish 
some very interesting imstances of the important 
results which sometimes ensue from inaccuracy of 
punctuation. It has been more than once that the 
intention of a will has been frustrated by the mis- 
placing of acomma ; and we believe that cases have 
occurred, in which lives have both been lost and sa- 
ved by as trifling an inaccuracy. We quote a part 
of the paragraph which has occasioned these obser- 
vations, that the reader may see how dependent the 
sense of an article sometimes is on the proper pla- 
cing of the pause : 

** He is an old experienced man in vice and wick- 
edness he is never FOUND in opposing the workers 
of iniquity he takes peLacnt. in the downfall of his 
neighbors he never REJOICES in the prosperity of 
his fellow creatures he is always PLEASED when 
the poor are in distress he is always ready to ASSIST 
in destroying the peace and happiness of society he 
takes no PLEAsuRE in serving the Lord he is un- 
commonly pILIGENT in sowing discord among his 
friends and acquaintances, &§c.” 

The character of thetindividual thus described 
depends, as the reader will see, upon the disposi- 
tion of a few semicolons. If they be placed after 
the words which are printed in small caprrats, it 
is one which every man should emulate; but the 
case is quite the reverse if they are inserted after 
those printed in italics. 

N. B. Read the sentence both ways. 
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Anecdotes of Sabbath Scholars. 

A young lad, who had been in a school for a year 
had become so profane and noisy, that the teachers 
were obliged to dismiss him. A few Sabbaths af. 
ter his dismission, he called at the door of the school 
room and hearing a few words in an address which 
was made to the scholars, he was awakened to a 
sense of his sins and soon obtained comfort. He 
was shortly received back to the school and is now 
one of the best scholars. [ Philadelphian. 


Yo 

A boy, at the age of ten, who attended a school 
but a short distance from the one which had been 
attended by the above boy, showed in a high de- 
gree, the good effects of the instruction which he 
had received. WUeghadxmuch ,anxiety about the 
salvation of his soul. In the early part of his sick- 
ness, he seemed to pray with great anxiety, that 
God would give him a new heart, and prepare him 
for heaven. His head was so much affected by his 
disease, that he in a measure lost his reason. There 
were certain seasons, however, when he was heard 
to converse on the. subject of religion, and to pray 
that he might become good, love God,& go to heaven. 
When his teacher visited him the last time, he 
found his distress to be so great that he said noth- 
ing to him. A few hours after he had gone, his 
mother asked him if he wished to see his teacher. 
He replied “ yes, but if I don’t, tell him that I am 
happy.” On the day of his death, he talked to one 
of his companions ;,and reaching to him his parting 
hand, he bade him farewell. At the time of his 
departure he exclaimed ; ‘‘ I am going to see Je- 
sus.” Having said this, his spirit returned to 
God who gave it. ab. 


—-aa— 

A girl at the age of twelve, who was a Sunday 
Scholar in one of our large cities, died not long 
ago, and gave evidence that she had become pious. 
As her parents were very wicked people, her re- 
ligious privileges had been very few. Her sense 


of sin was so great, that she was often seen to-- 


weep, and heard to break forth in earnest cries for 
mercy. One morning she found that the Saviour 


was precious to her soul ; and her cries were chang-. 


ed into songs of praise. The glory ‘and love of 
Jesus, were her constant themes. Several teach- 
ers and scholars visited her; and she had much 
sweet conversation with them about divine things. 
By her request, her parents knelt by her dying bed; 
and she prayed for their eternal salvation. To her 
mother she said, ‘attend to religion, seek the Sa- 
viour, and prepare to follow me.” Amid her pains 
and groans, her hopes were bright; and we trust 
that her spirit has gone to a happy heaven. ib. 


, ? —-e— 
Difficult Things—The three things most diff- 


cult are, to keep a secret, to forget an injury, and 
to make good use of leisure. Chilo. 
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POETRY. 








LITTLE BIRD! LITTLE BIRD! 


Little bird! little bird! come to me! 

I have a green cage ready for thee— 
Beauty-bright flowers Ill bring to you, 
And fresh, ripe cherries all wet with dew.’’ 
** Thanks, little maiden, for all thy care— 
But. 1 dearly love the clear; tool air, ~ 
And my_snug little nest in the old oak tree 
Is better than golden cage for me.” 

* Little bird! little bird! where wilt thou ge, 
Wher the fields are all buried in snow ? 
The ice will cover the old oak tree— 
Little bird! little bird! stay with me.” 

** Nay, little damsel; away I'll fly 

To greener fields and a warmer sky ; 
When Spring returns with pattering rain 
You will hear my merry song again.” 

** Little bird! little bicd! who'll guide thee 
Over the hills, and over the sea ? 

Foolish one, come in the. house to stay ; 
For I am very sure you'll lose your way.” 
“* Ah, no, little maiden! God guides me 
Over the hills, and over the sea: 

I will be free as the rushing air, 

Chasing the sun-light every where !” 


[Juvenile Misesilany. 
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